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It is a sorrowful thing when a Hogarth, Hardy or G.B.S. dies:
but it satisfies another facet of my mind. It's all over and they
are out of it without failure: we are safe with them. Men run
about always on the edge of the precipice, and when they are
safely dead we can breathe again: if we have cared for them. I
found this last G.B.S. play magnificent. Tempest-like, almost,
as a valediction.
As I leave London for the S.W. I pass along Kensington High
Street: and if time allows I turn the bike's front wheel up Camp-
den Hill and ring the bell of Airlie Gardens, It costs me no time
and no trouble: and one day we will meet, that way.
About the Odyssey. I fully agree with you. My version is
fustian: but so is Homer, I think. The more I dwelt on the
Greek and struggled with it and its story, the more possessed
I became with the view that here was something too artful for
decency. It tried by surpassing pains and skill to simulate the
rule-leaping flood of authentic greatness. All the talent in the
world never approaches genius: the two things are incompatible.
The Odyssey is a creeping work. It's author was Maurice-
something, Baring + Hewlett+William [Morris]. He was out
to construct an epic, on the Iliad's model: and it all smells forced.
The style is booky, too.
So it is hopeless to make a pawky novel of it, as Samuel Butler
did. It isn't. A great man could make a great poem or a great
novel out of its material (how much better Sigurd1 is than the
Siegfried legends in Norse or German) but a translator can only
expose the fraud. I am a translator, definitely, in my version: and
you can see through it, I hope, easily: as a mawkish fraud.
Bruce Rogers' typography is beautiful, I think. This dove-
gray boudoiry page suits the ladylike tale. As for his roundels,
the mass of gold and black fills the empty chapter-heading well
enough. I am not fond of vase-painting, I must admit; and so
the style of them disappoints me: but he enjoyed fitting them
together. If you half-shut your eyes and look at them, you
will like their balance and tone.
What's really wrong with the Odyssey is Homer, Yours, T.E.S.
1 Sigurd The Fohung, by William Morris.